I SO           THE   LADY   AND   THE   UNICORN
"My dear girl, in a thing like this you have to
work very delicately. There might be a sprino-
that might get broken/9
Day after day he went on until very carefully
and deliberately, he could lift the dial from
its bed of stone and, scarcely breathing with
excitement, with careful steady hands they lifted
it out.
There was nothing there; the underside when
they had cleaned it was as bare and smooth as a
worn copper coin, there was no trace of a hiding
place or a spring. Stephen turned it over and over;
the only markings were the grooves that divided
the hours, and curiously, they were marked on the
bottom as well. Stephen ran his thumb nail along
them, but there was no difference between them,
they were all the same indented line.
They scraped away the softer stone until the
top of the pedestal appeared. Stephen shook his
head. He looked ready to cry with disappointment.
"There's nothing here. Well, well. That comes of
having a too fervent imagination/'
"What did you expect to find?"
"I thought it might be jewels,, they'd hardly
put money in a place like that. Something they
wanted to smuggle out of the country; it was a
year of the French Revolution, remember. A
diamond necklace, or pearls or something."
"Oh, if it had been!" sighed Rosa. "It would
have belonged to us."
"I suppose you'd have had as good a right as
anyone."